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One 


Author's Notes: 
Just one of those silly crackbunnies about life on the road. Enjoy! 


"How does he do that?" 
Sascha leaned closer, his nose practically touching Markus’. "| do not know." 
"He just closes his eyes and like that," Dani snapped his fingers, "he is gone." 


"He has always been able to do that" Taking a drag from his cigarette, Weiki sighed. "He is tired, he goes to 


sleep. And unless you are a bomb, he will not wake up." 


Sascha was entertaining himself by letting out little puffs of breath on Markus’ face, grinning when his hand 
would come up and swat at the spot. "He does not wake up." 


"He does not, " Andi stuck his finger in his mouth and then in Markus’ ear, laughing when all did was grumble in 


his sleep, "not for anything.” 

A snortgiggle from Weiki made them turn to face him. "I have an idea." 
Gathering round him, the other three leaned close. 

"Was good show!" 

Markus elbowed Sascha, grunting when the kid slammed him back. "Ja, it was!" 


"Just that it sucks we have to leave right away." Sascha climbed on the bus, making his way down the aisle 
and throwing his oversized body across two seats. 


Markus sat down on the other side of the aisle. "Ja, it does." 


Andi bounced up the steps, still hyper from two hours in front of the raucous crowd. "Is not fair! Is a whole 


group waiting to say hi and we have to go!" 
"And he is whining." Weiki appeared, sitting down several rows in front of Sascha and leaning back, closing his 
eyes. Andi tiptoed closer, throwing himself down on Weiki's lap and laughing like a loon when Weiki cursed, his 


eyes flying open. "Andi! You will break me where | do not want to be broken!" 


Dani snickered, joining them and crashing down on the seat opposite Weiki and Andi. "At lease it is your lap. He 
landed on me the other night and | thought | would never have a hard dick again" 


Laughing and teasing, trying to wind down from the show, the five settled in as the bus pulled away, heading 


for their next destination. 

"Is he asleep?" 

Sascha peered over at Markus. "Ja" 

Andi got up, going to his bunk and getting the bag they had hidden before the show. Dani got up and moved 
back to join Sascha, Weiki turning in his seat and waiting for Andi to return before rising and strolling back. 
Andi opened the bag and tipped the contents out onto the seat in front of Markus, giggling as they all took a 


look at their implements of torture. 


And so it began. 


Everyone took a part. 


Sascha separated, teased, fluffed, spritzed and clipped, setting the others off with a collection of pink, purple, 
yellow and sky blue. 


Andi gnawed his lip, painting careful lines of neon pink and green 


Weiki and Dani outdid themselves, colors ranging from fire engine red to silver and turquoise, heavy smears of 


black outlining and defining, capped by a bright pink highlight. 


And when they were done with all that, they grabbed the pens in the myriad of colors and really went to 


town. 


Until finally Andi shocked them all, enlisting a reluctant but snortgiggling Weiki to assist in adding the crowring 
touch. 


And then they drifted away. 
And waited. 
And slept. 


Markus yawned, stretching, groaning as his back complained from the night spent in the seat. The bus was 
stopped; a quick glance out the window showed them to be at the venue for tonight's gig, a crowd of fans 
waiting outside, hoping to catch a glimpse of the band. 


Getting to his feet Markus twisted his upper body, sighing as his back cracked, grabbing his jacket and bag and 
heading for the door. He'd grab a shower and catch up with the rest of the band before finding out where the 
food was. And give them a piece of his mind for letting him sleep in the seat all night. Stepping off the bus, he 
blinked at the bright sun, turning to give the screaming fans a wave before starting for the building. 


As he walked, he noticed the screaming was no longer as loud. But the laughter and the catcalls and the 
whistles were getting louder. Giving them a cheerful grin, he waved again, frowning when he saw several of the 
boys crashing into each other, laughing hysterically. Shrugging, he tapped on the door, showing his badge to the 
security guard who answered. 

The guard looked at the badge and then looked at him, his eyes widening noticeably. 


Markus rolled his eyes. "ls me." 


The guard nodded, and stepped back, watching him as he entered. 


"Danke. The dressing room?" 
The guard pointed, still staring, his lips twitching. 


Markus sighed. "Danke." Heading off, he waved at a few of the crew, frowning when they took one look and 
burst out laughing. 


"What is wrong with everyone?" 


Seeing a door marked with a sign bearing the name Helloween, he opened it and went inside, spying the rest of 
the band. No one said a word, they simply watched him, grinning. Markus threw up his hands. 


"Did | grow another head?" 


Sascha cracked up, falling over onto Dani, who was sputtering as well. Andi and Weiki were trying not to laugh, 


Weiki finally letting out a snortgiggle and setting Andi off into loud hoots. 

"Assholes." Markus threw down his bag and headed for the showers, walking past the mirrored tables and... 
Something caught his eye. 

Shaking his head in disbelief, he turned to face the mirror. 

His jaw dropped. 

Stepping closer, all he could do was stare at his reflection 

His hair. 


Set in teased clumps, sprayed stiff and held with little barrettes. Butterflies and flowers. Pink. Purple. Blue. 


Yellow. 

His face. 

His lips. Fire engine red. 
His cheeks. 

Bright pink. 


His eyes. 


Thick bright blue shadow with a fat line of silver up to his eyebrows. 

Heavy black lines around his eyes, smudged at the corners, giving him the appearance of a cat. 

Markus groaned, raising an hand and... 

Oh fuck. 

Motherfucker! 

His nails. 

Each done in half neon pink and half neon green. 

With a bold black line down the center. 

And letters. 

His left hand. 

MRKUS 

His right hand. 

SUCKS 

The letters in blue and red. 

The growl that started deep in his chest grew until the others heard it even over the hysterical laughter 
spilling from them. He turned, glaring at the four men, the color creeping up his chest and over his neck, 
making its way onto his face. 

Which only made them laugh harder. 

Unable to speak, he jabbed the fingers containing the K and the C at them and stomped off toward the shower. 
And they laughed harder. 

Stopping at the urinal, fuming, he undid his jeans and pulled his dick out, running through various revenge 
scenarios in his head, all of which included blood and pain. A lot of pain. Looking down to check his aim, he 


squeaked, 


And in the other room, they waited. 


Markus stared at his dick 

Too shocked to even piss. 

Swallowing hard, he pulled it back toward his stomach to look at the tip. 
And it looked back. 

In the form of a pumpkin 


Black outline, the eyes and the mouth colored yellow, the arms colored green The nose was the slit. And the 
pumpkin? A lovely combination of red and yellow, making it a sickly orange on the head of his dick 


And down the shaft? 

Three not so straight but very readable lines. 
HAPPY 

HAPPY 


HELLOWEEN 


The four scattered when he roared, taking off out of the dressing room, even the usually reluctant to move 


Weiki taking flight as if the Hounds of Hell were at his heels. 

Markus charged out of the bathroom, roaring again, not even stopping to tuck his dick back in his pants as he 
took off after them, uncaring of the gasps and hoots from the crew and their opening band, blindly searching 
for his bandmates. 


Clustered in a closet, ears pressed to the door and fighting back the giggles, they listened to him search. 


Happy Happy Helloween indeed. 


